CHAPTER VI.
I SAID a last farewell to Cambridge Street on aoth Journal.

oth Julys

July, 1854, and found myself on board the
bourne, bound for Antwerp. The day was glorious,
and our passage perfect. The sunset was lovely, but
still lovelier the dawn as we were passing up the
Scheldt between two and three in the morning. The
crescent moon, the stars, the first faint blush of the
dawn reflected in the glassy river, the dark mass of
clouds on the horizon, which sent forth flashes of light-
ning, and the graceful forms of the boats and sailing-
vessels, painted in jet-black on the reddish gold of the
sky and water, made up an unforgettable picture.
Then the sun rose and lighted up the sleepy shores of
Belgium, with their fringe of long grass, their rows of
poplars, their church spires and farm buildings.

The great treat at Antwerp was the sight of the aist July.
Descent from the Cross, which, with its pendant, the
Elevation of the Cross, has been undergoing restora-
tion. In the latter the face of Jesus is sublime in its
expression of agony and trust in the Divine. It is
certainly the finest conception of the suffering Christ I
have ever seen. The rest of the picture gave me no
pleasure. But in the Descent from the Cross, color,
form, and expression alike impressed me with the sense
of grandeur and beauty. A little miserable copy of
the picture placed near it served as an admirable foil.

We went to the museum and saw Rubens's Cruci- a^a July
fixion, even more beautiful to me than the Descentate relations with Mr. Lewes
